The Axe of God
It is of the will of Sivaf
You know, we are wrought.
Some are normal
Some are not.
Are all seasons alike?
Your son may appear stranger,
But sooner or later,
There will be a change.
Nagavalli:        No lord. That is not all. He gestated in vain. You have taught him; But he has his ways. He but tends a host of kine: To what purpose? He cares not to return home; Does a puja after his fashion Heedless of the rules. Mine eyes ope but to weep When every other Brahmin-mother Comes and complains of him. My heart aches
Even as my love for him waxes great. I know not what ails him? I feel estranged. I want him back Into our fold Of household; Must see him schooled, Disciplined and well-placed. In due time he must wed And rear a family Like a noble Brahmin.      :       r   .
(She sobs.)
Datta:           That is done;
You want me to fetch him.
Fetch him I will.
If my son heeds me not,
Force will do it, though not grace.
I think he is the self-same pearl,
A treasure of mine-fair and goodly,
Though now a little dirtied.
As you say, I am sure,rn their ears To me in utter fixation And listen to Siva's name.
